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Mrs. Prinsep was delighted with Watts from the start. She raved
over his pictures, enquired into his health, and interfered with
the cook. To her mind he was abominably neglected. Was
there no relation he could rely on? Watts had to tell his story. Mrs. Prinsep
was more pleased than ever. Was he not an orphan of genius unable to
cope with the world? And Watts could not help being charmed by such
captivating eccentricity. He was soon a frequent guest at her house. How-
ever much he might protest, special little dishes that suited his stomach
were placed before him. Mrs. Prinsep said that he must regard her home
as his own.

Thoby Prinsep was of a very different character to his wife. He was
large, genial, imperturbably philosophic, inclined to fatness. Everything he
did was done grandly. His sneeze, it is said, was once received with an
encore from the gallery of a theatre. He had been an important jurist in
India, but he was not as strong as his six feet and robust face suggested,
and at fifty he had retired. The rest of his life he spent as a member of the
council of the India Office. Watts might have feared that the formidable
jurist would have disapproved of his wife's open adulation. But Thoby
who never could be angry looked on as blandly as he did on everything
else. He knew that his wife intended to form a literary and artistic salon,
and provided he could sometimes have the leisure to translate the classics
and Indian stories, he did not much mind how his wife set about it. In-
deed he found Watts an amusing and valuable companion. He could not
but disapprove of his liberal opinions, but then artists were like that, quite
cut off from reality as he knew it.

At 9 Chesterfield Street, where the Prinseps were living, Watts came to
know Mrs. Prinsep's six sisters. Artistic to their fingertips, with a cult for
beauty, they had devised dresses in defiance of fashion. They were designed
upon simple lines and depended upon rich colour and large folds for their
rfFect Indeed, in clothes of her own invention with a cloak thrown slightly
bade from her shoulders, Virginia, who was living at Chesterfield Street
with her sister, had become a celebrated beauty. It was not long before she
was to marry Lord Somers.
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